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Empiie of the Learned

The ancient Roman Empire left a living legacy across Europe. The

reUcs of Roman law defined property, contracts, and crimes for that

contment and much of the rest of the world. Memories of political

unity encouraged European federalists for centuries. The language of Rome

survived, provided the Hterature of the written book, and created a European

community of learning. But this legacy that united the culture of Europe

also divided the communities of Europe. For all over the contment there

were two-language communities.

The learned commumty of the Church and the universities, thc com-

munity of readers in the Middle Ages, was held together by Latin. So long as

Latin was the language of universities there was, at least in the Unguistic

sense a single European university system. Teachers and students could

move'from Bologna to Heidelberg, from Heidelberg to Prague, from Prague

to Paris and feel at home in the classroom. Countless ordinary students—

along with Vesahus, GaHleo, and Harvey-went from one learned commu-

nity to another. For the first and last time the whole contment had a single

language of learning.

But Latin, the bond of the learned, would become a barrier between the

learned of each nation and all the rest of their countrymen. Other languages

were spoken at home, in the marketplace, and for popular entertainment.

Everywhere the populace spoke not Latin but the "vernacular," which

meant the local native language (from Latin vernaculus, meaning domestic

or indigenous, from verna. meaning a home-born slave or a native). All

across Europe the language of the learned was a foreign language. The curi-

ously cosmopohtan vocabulary of the learned class put still another obstacle

m the path of their efforts to understand their neighbors. The consciousness

of the common people was provincial and myopic. They could hear the

voices only of the Uving. At the same time the learned were affUcted by a

narrow farsightedness. They thought over the heads of their marketplace

contemporaries to a special language and Hterature of far away and long ago.

Nothing in human nature required that a community be divided m this

way. This was an accident of European history which for centuries shaped,

directed, and confmed the thinking of a continent. As late as the sixteenth

century, the German humanist Johannes Sturm (1507-1589), who ran a

model grammar school in Strasbourg, wistfully described the unique advan-

tage of the young people of antiquity. "The Romans had two advantages

over us," he observed, "the one consisted of learning Latin without gomg to

school,' and the other in frequently seeing Latin comedies and tragedies

acted, and in hearing Latin orators speak. Could we recall these advantages

m our schools, why could we not, by presevering diUgence, gain what they
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possessed by accident and habit—namely, the power of speaking Latin to

perfection? I hope to see the men of the present age, in their writing and

speaking, not merely followers of the old masters, but equal to those who

flourished in the noblest age of Athens and Rome."

Knowledge of Latin was an absolute prerequisite for attending a medieval

university. It was not enough to be able to spell out a text laboriously. For all

lectures were deUvered in Latin and students were required to speak only

Latin outside the classroom, a rule enforced by penalties and by informers

called "wolves." Perhaps this was a way of discouraging needless talk. At the

University of Paris when a student made any request of the rector, the statute

required him to present his case without using even a single French word.

Before the rise of national vemaculars Latin was the medium of conversation

between students from different parts of the country, and was needed for a

convivial student life. To help the entering student in Paris, there were

Berhtz-style hsts of coUoquial phrases, where we gUmpse the daily round of

student life in what to say when you wanted to exchange money, to buy can-

dles and writing materials, wine, or fruit, or pork, chicken or beef, eggs,

cheese, or pastry. A handy conversation manual for Fieidelberg students in

1480 gave the phrases you would need when you were hazed, when you

bought dinner for an upperclassman, when you borrowed money, and, of

course, when you wrote home for money. We cannot know whether students

would have understood any more of the lectures if these had not been dehv-

ered in Latin. But the obstacle of Latin may have been a reason why most uni-

versity "students" never offered themselves to be examined for any degree.

The Latin of the medieval universities became a richer, more flexible

language. Like modern Hebrew, medieval Latin was adapted to daily needs.

And this Latin language shaped the thinking of the educated classes across

the continent. The "Uberal arts"—the prescribed foundation of a "Uberal

education," i.e., the subjects best suited for liberi, freemen—might have

been called the "Uterary arts." For the trivium, the whole curriculum for the

Bachelor of Arts degree in the Middle Ages consisted of grammar, rhetoric,

and logic, read in the Latin works of ancient Rome. Only for the advanced

degree, the Master of Arts, was the student examined in the broader qua-

drivium, which comprised arithmetic, geometry, astronomy, and music.

Fragments of Aristotle and other writers in Greek and Arabic were taught

through Latin translations. The Bible, too, was lcnown to the educated classes

mainly through the Vulgate (the editio vulgata, or "common version"),

which was a Latin translation (383-405) based on that by Saint Jerome. In the

thirteenth century the facuUy of the University of Paris revised and cor-

rected Saint Jerome's work into another Latin translation as the standard

version for theological teaching.

The Latin cuUure of medieval Europe could hardly have prospered without

the enthusiasm, the passion, and the good sense of Saint Benedict of Nursia

(480?-543?). The father of Christian monasticism in Europe, he was also the

godfather of Ubraries. The preservation of the hterary treasures of antiquity

and of Christianity through the Middle Ages was a Benedictine achieve-
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Three panels telling the story of Saint Ierome's translation of the Bible,-

illumination from a Bible made for the lay abbot of Tours, c. 845. It was at Tours

that Alcum set up his school of calUgraphy, which also concemed itself with

estabhshing an accurate Latin text of the Bible.

Opposite- Saint Jerome is frequently pictured at work on his translation of the

Bible. Ghirlandaio's Samt Jerome. from the Church of the Ognissanti m Florence,

c. 1480, shows the Renaissance scholar's working methods and his paraphemalia.
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ment Saint Benedict himself , born of a good family at Nursia, near Perugia,

in Umbria had been sent to school in Rome when the ancient imperial

power was m decay and the power of the papacy was on the rise. Troubled

by the dissoluteness of the city, he retired for three years to a cave m the

Abruzzi hills. When he became known for his hohness, he was mvited to

become abbot of a monastery, where he disciphned his fellow monks. When

a disgruntled friar tried to poison him, he retired again to his cave. But his

vision survived. He went on to found in that region alone twelve monas-

teries with twelve monks in each, all under his direction. He then went

south where, about 529, he founded the abbey of Monte Cassino. Sacked by

the Lombards and the Saracens and shaken by earthquake, it still remamed

the spiritual headquarters of the monastic movement m Europe. It would

finally be leveled by aerial bombing in World War H.

The Rule (Regula) of Saint Benedict offered a workable compromise

between the ascetic otherworldly spirit and the weaknesses of human

nature. After a year of probation the young monk vowed obedience to the

Rule and hfelong residence m the same monastery. In each monastery the

monks elected their abbot for Ufe, and otherwise there was no hierarchy.

Samt Benedicfs sensible schedule for the monks' daily Hfe spread across

Europe, preserving and perpetuating Latin literary culture through the fol-

lowmg centuries. According to chapter 48 of his Rule:

Idleness is the enemy of the soul: hence brethren ought at certam sea-

sons to occupy themselves with manual labour, and again at certam hours

with holy readmg. Betwecn Easter and the calends of October let them

apply themselves to readmg from the fourth hour until the sixth liour
. .

.

From the calends of October to the begmnmg of Lent, let them app y them-

selves to readmg until the second hour. Durmg Lcnt, let thcm apply them-

selves to readmg from mornmg until the end of the third hour, and m these

days of Lent, let them receive a book apiece from the hbrary and read it

straight through.These books are tobe given out at the begmnmg ot Lent.

Every monastery needed its Ubrary. "A monastery without a library [sine

armaho]," a monk in Normandy wrote m 1170, "is hke a castle without an

armory [sine armamentano]. Our hbrary is our armory. Thence it is that we

bring forth the sentences of the Divine Law like sharp arrows to attack the

enemy Thence we take the armour of righteousness, the helmet of salva-

tion the shield of faith, and the sword of the spirit, which is the Word of

God " hi each monastery the precentor had the duty of checking out books

and seeing that they were returned. It was customary for monastenes to

lend their books to other monasteries and even, with proper security, to the

secular public. The Benedictine pioneers in "interlibrary loan" provided a

kind of pubhc lending library for the learned few.

Special curses were uttered against those who mutilated books or ab-

sconded with them. "This book belongs to [the monastery of) St. Mary of

Roberfs Bridge," warns a twelfth-century manuscript of Samt Augustme

and Ambrose, "whosoever shall steal it, or sell it, or in any way alienate it

from this house, or mutilate it, let him be forever accursed. Amen." Below

this in the manuscript, now in the Bodleian Library at Oxford, we can read



in a fourteenth-century hand: "I, John, Bishop of Exeter, know not where the

aforesaid house is, nor did I steal this book, but acquired it in a lawful way."

Wandering clerics and pious travelers entrusted their manuscript trea-

sures to the monastic and cathedral hbraries, which vied for the best-collated

versions of sacred texts and received substantial fees for the right to copy

them. Constantine the African (c. 1020-c. 1087), who spent forty years col-

lecting and translating into Latin scientific treatises from Egypt, Persia,

Chaldea, and India, finally settled in Monte Cassino, where he deposited his

great collection. When the hbrary of the monastery at Novalesa was destroyed

by the Saracens in 905, it was reported to have contained more than sixty-five

hundred volumes. Every manuscript copy of a leamed work was unique, but

one that had been laboriously coUated with others had special authority

Monastic hbraries, of course, included the Holy Scriptures, writings of

the Church Fathers and commentaries on them. Larger coUections, some-

times found in cathedral libraries, would include chronicles like Bede's

Ecclesiastical History, the writings of Augustine, Albertus Magnus, Aquinas,

and Roger Bacon. Their secular books would include Virgil, Horace, and

Cicero. Plato, Aristotle, and Galen, among others, were found in Latin trans-

lation. Such hbraries across Europe were not only the armories of Christian

cmsaders but the treasuries of European culture. Monkish students who had

studied at Paris or Bologna would bring back their lecture notes with the

latest interpretations of theology and the classics for theh monastery library.

It was in these hbraries that five books of the Annals of Tacitus, the Republic

of Cicero, and other ancient literary monuments survived.

Not only did the Benedictines collect libraries, but they created them.

The "making" (i.e., the copying), hke the reading, of books became a sacred

duty, and the scriptorium, the scribes' copying room, was a usual feature of

their monasteries. In some ways they were freer to reproduce books than

were pubhshers in the later age of the printing press. Of course, their "pub-

hshing" list was limited by orthodoxy and by dogma, but there was no law

of copyright and so no royalties to be paid to the author. Their whole stock-

in-trade was what the modern publisher would call a backlist. The book was

not expected to be, nor dared it be, a vehicle for new ideas carrying messages

from contemporaries to contemporaries. Instead it was a device to preserve

and amplify the treasured revolving fund of literary works—the sacred

Scriptures and their commentators, ancient classics of Greece and Rome,

and a few estabhshed texts in Hebrew or Arabic.

The age of "authorship" had not yet arrived. When reading a sacred

text, medieval scholars were quite indifferent to the identity of the author.

The writers who were being transcribed had not always troubled to "quote"

what they had taken from other writers. Even in an era when students were

taught to argue by citing "authority" it was practically impossible, even if it

had been thought deshable, to ascribe particular passages to particular authors.

Writers of original texts were reluctant to take the credit, or risk the more

likely blame, for innovation. In the great age of manuscript books,

anonymity was dictated by technology, orthodoxy, and prudence. Even the

best modern scholars on the subject cannot devise a satisfactory scheme for
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The orderly monastic life can be glimpsed in this illumination o^ monks at

cho.r from a Lombardic prayer book made for the Bishop of Lodi m the third quarter

of the fifteenth century.
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Illuminated page from the Book of Kells showing the beginnmg of the summary for

Matthew's Gospel, Ireland, c. 800.
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Freud's desk (above) at Berggasse 19, Vienna, whcre he hved and worked for forty-seven

years, photographed in 1938; and a cabinet (opposite) displaying his collection of

antiquities at 20 Maresfield Gardens, London, now the Freud Museum, where, after leaving

Vienna in 1938, he spent the last year of his Ufe.
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ROBERT BURNS

The terms of endearment one hears at prayer-meetings,
" Blessed Jesus," " Dear Jesus," " Lovlng Jesus,"
" Elder Brother," " Patient, gentle Jesus," etc, were

first used by women in an ecstasy of reUgious treuis-

port. And the thought of Jesus as a loving, " personal

Savior," would die from the face of the earth did not

women keep it alive. The religlous nature and the

sex nature are closely akin: no psychologist can tell

where the one ends and the other begins.

There may be wooden women in the world, and of

these I will not speak, but every strong, pulsing, feel-

ing, thinking woman goes through life, seeking the

Ideal Man. Whether she is married or single, rich or

poor, old or young, every new man she meets is inter-

esting to her, because she feels in some mysterious way
that possibly he is the One.

Of course, I know that every good man, too, seeks the

Ideal Woman—but that deserves another chapter 53

The only woman in whose heart there is not the live,

warm, Messianic Instinct is the wooden woman, and

the one who believes she heis already found him. But

this latter is holding an illusion that soon vanishes

with possession.

That pale, low-voiced, gentle and insane man, Francls

Schlatter, weis followed at times by troops of women.

TTiese women believed in him and loved him—in dif-

ferent ways, of course, and with passion varying accord-

ing to temperament and the domestic environment
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ROBERT BURNS

already existing. To love deeply is a matter of propin-

quity and opportunity.

One woman. whom " The Healer had cured of a

Ungering disease, loved this man with a wild. mad.

absorbing passion. Chance gave her the opportumty. He

came to her house, cold. hungry. homeless. sick. bhe

fed him. warmed him. looked into his Uquid eyes. sat

at his feet and Ustened to his voice. She loved him—

and partook of his every mental delusion.

This woman now waits and watches in her mountam

home for his return. She knows the coyotes and buz-

zards picked the scant flesh from his starved frame.

but she says:
" He promised he would come back to

me. and he wiU. I am waiting for him here."

This woman writes me long letters from her sohtude.

teUing me of her hopes and plans. Just why aU the

cranks in the United States should write me letters, 1

do not know, but they do—perhaps there is a sort o

feUow-feeUng. This woman may write letters to others.

just as she does to me. Of this I do not know. but

surely I would not thus make pubUc the heart-tragedy

told me in a private letter. were it not that the woman

herself has printed a pamphlet. setting forth her faith

and veiUng only those things into which it is not our

right to pry.

This Mary Magdalene beUeves her lover was the

Chosen Son of God. and that the Father wiU feclothe

the Son in a new garment of flesh and send him back



ROBERT BURNS

to hls beloved. So she watches and walts, and dresses

herself to receive him, and at night places a Hghted

lantern In the window to guide the way.

She watches and walts.

Other women wait for footsteps that wlll never come,

and Hsten for a volce that wlll never be heard. All

round the world there is a sisterhood of such. Some,

being wise, lose themselves in lovlng service to others

—in useful work. But this woman, out in the wilds of

New Mexlco, hugs her sorrow to her heart, and feeds

her passion by recounting it, and watches away the

leaden hours, crying aloud to all who will Usten: " He
Is not dead—he is not dead! he will come back to me!
He promised it—he will come back to me! Thls long,

dreary waiting Is only a test of my loyalty and love!

I will be patient, for he wlll come back to me! He will

come back to me!
"

Thls world would be a sorry place if most men con-

ducted their lives on the Robert Burns plan. Bums
was affectionate, tender, generous and kind; but he

was not wise. He never saw the future, nor did he

know that life Is a sequence, and that if you do this, It

Is pretty sure to lead to that. His loves were largely of

the earth.

Excess was a part of his wayward, undisciplined nature;

and that constant tendency to put an enemy in hls

mouth to steal away his brains, bound him at last,

hand and foot. His old age could never have been
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ROBERT BURNS

frosty, but kindly—it would have been babbling, irrita-

ble, senile, sickening. Death was kind and reaped him

young. Sex was the rock on which Robert Burns spUt.

He seemed to regard pleasure-seeking as the prime end

of Hfe, and in this he was not so very far removed from

the prevalent " civilized " society notion of marriage.

But it is a phanteismal idea, and makes a mock of

marriage, serving the satirist his excuse.

To a great degree the race is yet barbaric, and as a

people we fail utterly to touch the hem of the garment

of Divinity, We have been mired in the superstition

that sex is unclean, and therefore honesty and free

expression in love matters have been tabued.

But the day will yet dawn when we will see that it

takes two to generate thought; that there is the male

man and the female man, and only where these two

walk together hand in hand is there a perfect sanity

and a perfect physical, moral and spiritual health.

We reach infinity through the love of one, and loving

this one, we are in love with all. And this condition

of mutual sympathy, trust, reverence, forbearance and

gentleness that can exist between a man and a woman,

gives the only hint of Heaven that mortals ever know.

From the love of man for woman we guess the love of

God, just as the scientist from a single bone constructs

the skeleton—aye ! and then clothes it with a complete

garment. ^ In their love-affairs women are seldom wise,

or men just. How should we expect them to be when but
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334 WORKS OF RUDYARD KIPLING

up as if they had been shot. Three of

them were married men. Perhaps they

were afraid that their wives had come

from Home unbeknownst. The fourth

said that he had acted on the impulse of

the moment. He explained this after-

ward. a^ T • 11"
Then the voice cried, O Lionel!

Lionel was the Senior Subaltern's name.

A woman came into the httle circle of

light by the candles on the peg-tables,

stretching out her hands to the dark

where the Senior Subaltern was, and

sobbing. We rose to our feet, feehng

that things were going to happen and

ready to beUeve the worst. In this bad,

small world of ours, one knows so little

of the life of the next man—which,

after all, is entirely his own concern—

that one is not surprised when a crash

comes. Anything might tum up any

day for any one. Perhaps the Semor

Subaltem had been trapped in his youth.

Men are crippled that way, occasionally.

We didn't know; we wanted to hear;

and the Captains' wives were as anxious

as we. If he had been trapped, he was

to be excused; for the woman from

nowhere, in the dusty shoes and grey

travehng-dress, was very lovely, with

black hair and great eyes full of tears. She

was tall, with a fine figure, and her voice

had a running sob in it pitiful to hear

As soon as the Senior Subaltern stood

up, she threw her arms around his neck

and called him "my darhng," and said

she could not bear waiting alone in Eng-

land and his letters were so short and

cold, and she was his to the end of

the world, and would he forgive her?

This did not sound quite like a Iady's

way of speaking. It was too demon-

strative.

Things seemed black indeed, and the

Captains' wives peered under their eye-

brows at the Senior Subaltern, and the

CoIoneFs face set like the Day of Judg-

ment framed in grey bristles, and no

one spoke for a while.

Next the Colonel said, very shortly,

"Well, Sir?" and the woman sobbed

afresh. The Senior Subaltem was half

choked with the arms round his neck,

but he gasped out—"Ifs a damned lie!

I never had a wife in my hfe!"—"Don't

swear," said the Colonel. "Come mto

the Mess. We must sift this clear some-

how," and he sighed to himself, for he

believed in his "Shikarris," did the Colo-

nel.

We trooped into the ante-room, under

the full lights, and there we saw how

beautiful the woman was. She stood up

in the middle of us all, sometimes chok-

ing with crying, then hard and proud,

and then holding out her arms to the

Senior Subaltern. It was like the fourth

act of a tragedy. She told us how the

Senior Subaltern had married her when

he was Home on leave eighteen months

before; and she seemed to know

all that we knew, and more too, of his

people and his past Ufe. He was white

and ashy-grey, trying now and agam to

break into the torrent of her words;

and we, noting how lovely she was and

what a criminal he looked, esteemed

him a beast of the worst kind. We felt

sorry for him, though.

I shall never forget the indictment ot

the Senior SubaUem by his wife. Nor

wUI he. It was so sudden, rushmg out

of the dark, unannounced, into our duU

lives. The Captains' wives stood back;

but their eyes were alight, and you could

see that they had already convicted and
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sentenced the Senior Subaltern. The
Colonel seemed five years older. One
Major was shading his eyes with his

hand and watching the woman from un-

derneath it. Another was chewing his

moustache and smihng quietly as if he

were witnessing a play. Full in the open

space in the centre, by the whist-tables,

the Senior Subaltem's terrier was hunt-

ing for fleas. I remember all this as

clearly as though a photograph were in

my hand. I remember the look of horror

on the Senior Subaltem's face. It was
rather like seeing a man hanged; but

much more interesting. Finally the

woman wound up by saying that the

Senior Subaltern carried a double F. M.
in tattoo on his left shoulder. We all

knew that, and to our innocent minds it

seemed to clinch the matter. But one

of the bachelor Majors said very po-

litely, "I presume that your marriage-

certificate would be more to the pur-

pose?"

That roused the woman. She stood

jp and sneered at the Senior Subaltem
tor a cur, and abused the Major and
,he Colonel and all the rest. Then she

wept, and then she pulled a paper from
ler breast, saying imperially, "Take
iat! And let my husband—my law-

ully wedded husband—read it aloud

—

f he dare!"

There was a hush, and the men
nooked into each other's eyes as the

jenior Subaltem came forward in a

"lazed and dizzy way, and took the

iaper. We were wondering, as we stared,

/hether there was anything against any
ne of us that might tum up later on.

;he Senior Subaltern's throat was dry;

,ut, as he ran his eye over the paper,

e broke out into a hoarse cackle of

relief, and said to the woman, "You
young blackguard!" But the woman
had fled through a door, and on the

paper was written, "This is to certify

that I, The Worm, have paid in full

my debts to the Senior Subaltem, and,

further, that the Senior Subaltem is my
debtor, by agreement on the 23d of

February, as by the Mess attested, to

the extent of one month's Captain's pay,

in the lawfui currency of the Indian

Empire."

Then a deputation set off for The
Worm's quarters and found him, be-

twixt and between, unlacing his stays,

with the hat, wig, and serge dress, on
the bed. He came over as he was, and
the "Shikarris" shouted till the Gunners'

Mess sent over to know if they might
have a share of the fun. I think we
were all, except the Colonel and the

Senior Subaltem, a little disappointed

that the scandal had come to nothing.

But that is human nature. There could

be no two words about The Worm's
sting. It leaned as near to a nasty trag-

edy as anything this side of a joke can.

When most of the Subalterns sat upon
him with sofa-cushions to find out why
he had not said that acting was his

strong point, he answered very quietly,

"I don't think you ever asked me. I

used to act at Home with my sisters."

But no acting with girls could account

for The Worm's display that night.

Personally, I think it was in bad taste.

Besides being dangerous. There is no
sort of use in playing with fire, even for

fun.

The "Shikarris" made him President

of the Regimental Dramatic Club; and,

when the Senior Subaltem paid up his

debt, which he did at once, The Worin


